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ON LOVE IN ENGLISH POETRY 29

as illustrated in our examples. There are indeed multi-
tudes of Western love poems that would probably appear
to you very strange, perhaps very foolish. But you will
certainly acknowledge that there are some varieties of Eng-
lish love poetry which are neither strange nor foolish, and
which are well worth studying, not only in themselves but
in their relation to the higher forms of emotional expression
in all literature. Out of love poetry belonging to the
highest class, much can be drawn that would serve to enrich
and to give a new colour to your own literature of emotion.

























































STUDIES IN ROSSETTI

Hear me speak and make me a sign!
(0 Troy's down/
Tall Troy's on fire!)

“Look! I bring thee a carven cup;
(0 Troy Town!)
See it here as I hold it up,—
Shaped it is to the heart’s desire,
Fit to fill when the gods would sup.
(0 Troy’s down!
Tall Troy'’s on fire!)

“It was moulded like my breast;
(0 Troy Town/!)
He that sees it may not rest,
Rest at all for his heart’s desire.
O give ear to my heart’s behest!
(0 Troy's down/
Tall Troy's on fire!)

“See my breast, how like it is;
(0 Troy Town/!)
See it bare for the air to kiss!
Is the cup to thy heart’s desire ¥
O for the breast, O make it his!
(0 Troy’s down!
Tall Troy's on fire!)

“Yea, for my bosom here I sue;
(0 Troy Town!)
Thou must give it where ’tis due,
Give it there to the heart’s desire.
Whom do I give my bosom to ¢
(0 Troy's down!
Tall Troy's on fire!)

“Each twin breast is an apple sweet!
(0 Troy Town!)

Once an apple stirred the beat

Of thy heart with the heart’s desire:—

Say, who brought it then to thy feet?
(0 Troy's down!
Tall Troy's on fire!)



STUDIES IN ROSSETTI 51

“They that claimed it then were three:
(0 Troy Town/)

For thy sake two hearts did he

Make forlorn of the heart’s desire.

Do for him as he did for thee!
(0 Troy's down!
Tall Troy's on fire/)

“Mine are apples grown to the south,
(0 Troy Town/!)
Grown to taste in the days of drouth,
Taste and waste to the heart’s desire:
Mine are apples meet for his mouth!”
(0 Troy’s down/
Tall Troy's on firel)

Venus looked on Helen’s gift,
(0 Troy Town/)
Looked and smiled with subtle drift,
Saw the work of her heart’s desire:—
“There thou kneel’st for Love to lift!”
(0 Troy's down/!
Tall Troy's on fire!)

Venus looked in Helen’s face,
(0 Troy Town!)
Knew far off an hour and place,
And fire lit from the heart’s desire;
Laughed and said, “Thy gift hath grace!”
(O Troy’s down!
Tall Troy's on fire!)

Cupid looked on Helen's breast,
(0 Troy Town/)
Saw the heart within its nest,
Saw the flame of the heart’s desire,—
Marked his arrow’s burning crest.
(0 Troy's down/!
Tall Troy's on firel)

Cupid took another dart,
(0 Troy Town!)
Fledged it for another heart,












































































































STUDIES IN ROSSETTI

“But he says till you take back your ban,
Sister Helen,
His soul would pass, yet never can.”
“Nay then, shall I slay a living man,
Little brother ¥’
(O Mother, Mary Mother,
4 living soul, between Hell and Heaven!)

“But he calls for ever on your name,
Sister Helen,
And says that he melts before a flame.”
“My heart for his pleasure fared the same,
Little brother.”
(O Mother, Mary Mother!/
Fire at the heart, between Hell and Heaven!)

“Here’s Keith of Westholm riding fast,
Sister Helen,
For I know the white plume on the blast.”
“The hour, the sweet hour I forecast,
Little brother!”
(0O Mother, Mary Mother,
Is the hour sweet, between Hell and Heaven?)

“He stops to speak, and he stills his horse,
Sister Helen,
But his words are drowned in the wind’s course.”
“Nay hear, nay hear, you must hear, perforce,
Little brother!”
(O Mother, Mary Mother!
W hat word now heard, between Hell and Heaven?)

“Oh, he says that Keith of Ewern’s cry,
Sister Helen,
Is ever to see you ere he die.”
“In all that his soul sees, there am I,
Little brother!”
(O Mother, Mary Mother,
The soul's one sight, between Hell and Heaven!)

“He sends a ring and a broken coin,
Sister Helen,
And bids you mind the banks of Boyne.”































































































































































STUDIES IN SWINBURNE 143

Whose rind smells sweet of spice-tree root,
Bruised balm-blossom and budded wheat.

SEMIRAMIS

I am the queen Semiramis.

The whole world and the sea that is
In fashion like a chrysopras,

The noise, of all men labouring,

The priest’s mouth tired through thanksgiving,
The sound of love in the blood’s pause,

The strength of love in the blood’s beat,

All these were cast beneath my feet
And all found lesser than I was.

PASITHEA

I am the queen of Cypriotes. .

Mine oarsmen, labouring with brown throats,
Sang of me many a tender thing.

My maidens, girdled loose and braced

With gold from bosom to white waist,
Praised me between their wool-combing.

All that praise Venus all night long

With lips like speech and lids like song
Praised me till song lost heart to sing.

ALACIEL

I am the queen Alaciel.
My mouth was like that moist gold cell
Whereout the thickest honey drips.
Mine eyes were as a grey-green sea;
The amorous blood that smote on me
Smote to my feet and finger-tips.
My throat was whiter than the dove,
Mine eyelids as the seals of love,
And as the doors of love my lips.

ERIGONE

I am the queen Erigone.

The wild wine shed as blood on me
Made my face brighter than a bride’s.

My large lips had the old thirst of earth,






































































































































































































































































































































































































WILLIAM MORRIS 279

ed to absorb from the same source. No man ever
ked harder for romantic literature and romantic art, and
men have made so deep an impression upon the sthetic
iments of the English public.




























































































































































MATTHEW ARNOLD AS POET 833

But it is not characteristic of Matthew Arnold otherwise
than by being in the style of Milton. The imitation of a
great poet may be admirable, but original thought always
proves in the end to be the supreme test of poetical value.













































A NOTE ON JEAN INGELOW

I shall never see her more

Where the reeds and rushes quiver,
Shiver, quiver;

Stand beside the sobbing river,

Sobbing, throbbing, in its falling

To the sandy lonesome shore;

I shall never hear her calling,

“Leave your meadow grasses mellow,
Mellow, mellow;

Quit your cow-slips, cow-slips yellow;

Come uppe Whitefoot, come uppe Lightfoot;

Quit your pipes of parsley hollow,
Hollow, hollow;

Come up Lightfoot, rise and follow;
Lightfoot, Whitefoot,

From your clovers lift the head;

Come uppe Jetty, follow, follow,

Jetty, to the milking shed.”































































A NOTE ON ROBERT BUCHANAN 878

And I cried, “O unseen Sender of Corruption,
I bless thee for the wonder of Thy mercy,
Which softeneth the mystery and the parting.

“I bless Thee for the change and for the comfort,
The bloomless face, shut eyes, and waxen fingers,—
For Sleeping, and for Silence, and Corruption.”

This idea is worth something, if only as a vivid teaching
of the necessity of things as they are. The two fantasies
thus commented upon are the most original things in the
range of this mystical book. I could not recommend any
further reading or study of the poet, except perhaps of
his “Vision of the Man Accurst.” But even this has not
the true stamp of originality ; and only the “Ballad of Judas
Iscariot” is certain not to be soon forgotten.
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884 A NOTE ON MUNBY’S “DOROTHY”

countries than England, especially the fact that peasant life
is a subject for poetry; and that the poet able to perceive
its relation to the moral and physical well-being of a natica
has a great opportunity before him.










































402 ROBERT BRIDGES

Like his iron swimmer of the Clyde or Tyne,
Late-born of golden seed to breed a line
Of offspring swifter and more huge of plan.

Straight is her going, for upon the sun

When once she hath look’d, her path and place are plain;
With tireless speed she smiteth one by one

The shuddering seas and foams along the main;

And her eased breath, when her wild race is run,

Roars through her nostrils like a hurricane.

While this is true to fact, it is also fine fancy; the only
true way in which the practical and mechanical can appeal
to the poet is in the sensation of life and power that it
produces.

I think we have read together enough of Robert Bridges
to excite some interest in such of his poetry as we have
not read. But you will have perceived that this poet is
in his own way quite different from other poets of the time,
and that he cannot appcal to common-place minds. His
poetry is like fine old wine, mild, mellowed wine, that only
the delicate palate will be able to appreciate properly.


















408 INDEX

“Worldly Place,” 337 “You are sick, that’s sure,” they sy

“World-Strangeness,” 358
“Would that structure brave,” 196 Ynnte, Charles Emile, 187

“Yes, write it in the rock,” ss9 Zola, Emile, 131















